The Angle
Volume 1967

Issue 2

Article 28

1967

Full Issue
No Author

Follow this and additional works at: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle
Part of the Creative Writing Commons

How has open access to Fisher Digital Publications
benefited you?
Recommended Citation
Author, No (1967) "Full Issue," The Angle: Vol. 1967: Iss. 2, Article 28.
Available at: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28

This document is posted at https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28 and is brought to you for free and
open access by Fisher Digital Publications at . For more information, please contact fisherpub@sjf.edu.

Full Issue
Cover Page Footnote
Originally published as: Volume 12, Number 2, 1967.

This full issue is available in The Angle: https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28

"

ry;.i:;.r::!F-lE'F-.Gdt,]..:i].4.n.w!t444',".-1....'''.a.e@

Author: Full Issue

Spring is a eal,l to aetion, henea to disillnoston,
April, is called "the cruellest month."
-Cynrr, Coxxor,r.y
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Winter kept us cold
So before the tireless fire
We made warm endle'ss love
For there was snow

lYinter kept us cold
So we breathed

in emPtY churches

Our faces wet with love
For there weg snow
Winter kept us cold
Yet the whitened, winter withered.
And the sunken snow grew pale

And we were patient Patient
F or it had come
Around the mountain whispered hope
And so we sighed in words

For there was spring
Around the mountain shadowed sun
And so we sighed in gold
!'or there was spring
Around, the mountain murmured earth
And so we sighed in green
[,'or there was spring
Yet we lacked a silent voice
And so we willed a deed

To 7.,S. Eliot
Poet of Sp ring
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It

snowed, the

With

night

bef

ore'

down t"lte trong cltt.s of
d,awn the wt'ntl canbe, d,rauiltg

t'lt'e forest clean'
land, past Barno; gnu'wutg
that ilag' strippail' of sttow
The m,uer l'ag I'ike ct' dead' a'I)emu'e'
tlt'e
trvhere lcet h,a.il trackerl across
u,nitr black uutruurrr";.lo&.
i'tu
was plclterl, and thesc renrain'etl
t)lr',rrro,*
nigrtt
the
i,ct,
riaer
gThost'
the u'intl, e.ac'h' o sm'nll'
pctckets of his gteala'bouc-ru;er'lrtrnil's r'rt the

A

boE

stootl

coat. Tlie wintl, h'e thought'' tls '4lns'q'
tlrc t'iuer' and north'
-lftt:r n mldle hr: tt'ent rrcl'o$s
**R,nY

Stying

PA\:aLSK

Y

& Doing

is howling
An if I teII you that the wind
choas wincl ?
the
\\iould yoo bt able to calur
throu'ch'
tsut as it is uo sound breaks
tlo'
or
say
to
Ancl nought to cahn,

An could' you
I

f

see the force

dircct' then'

no trees became uProoted

on the wall ?
;\nd. no broUto birds splashing
signs' tis true
\VeII, you see, there o'" oo such
or you'
me
by
rtnd nouglrt is said or done

;

if some accidental rvord eseape'
i'undations 'f notli'g'
One tr**iting word from
grateI f it should' howl and
wayI n its own broken, bone-hollorv
thetr'
speak'
it
hear
to
But if you cltanc:e

Yet,

An if you d'o
rlr.r
rvind scattere d
th*. rrr
Shall you be able to gr;rsl'
?
\\tretclrecl feather's tumblings

An if You do
What then shall

do

P.

i

PARISI

wind
The house is shaking iu the

But I cannot tell or show You'
Is there nought to do or say
But bellow hello, how &re )'ou today
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AN Al{S'ilER
glance, a thought, and we c&n
Rerun the gamut of mincl through
An erenirrg's Ponding; tenemetrts
Of tight quartered thoughts.

A

An evening rvith cred.it cards
Arrd false eyelashe's.
A nig5ht skY,
Painted black by bankers and
Beauticians. The fog remaitls-**
Sharpened paws of cats clawing,
Stinging hard and cold, but dty.
Eone the Pools; rcPlaced bY
Dty
paper and n cigarette'
Yesterda;"s
A red light
abruPt stops
Heeded bl indly
Relieved only bY vernal visions'
The Everlasting Yea and nay in dumb
Commands; never questiorted, quiebly
Conditioned and chained far above
fntersecting Paths.

A liglrted Porch
Lending salutations to invitations only;
No regard. to need. Not a Part
Of the rvlrole; a hole adrift
And alone in a Pinball maeltine'
A

scub battered, bored, and

I)isgusted.

r\

facade

Painted and carved with tender c&re
And anointed with powder and dust'
Parched eyes immobiled bY smoke
Of cigarettes and pipes and ehimneys'
ask Mariana'
The sluice is dty
Clocks, ltands amPutated, wrestlc

With April.
But hands grow back in gardens,
Amone corpses. Time Passes
As men do, falling into Paths;
Great. circles frorn many areltes.
Gap.s are ahvays filledr save ollcet
Where springs result'
p. pROIETT!
-TffoMAS
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An unending path pierces the neighborless neighborhood*
An obseure night hides the islands on its way
Hides too the one who walks it. . .

with its peoPle
its fences
its antennae
boundaries, lines, drives,
newly-seede&lawns

its meters,

of ears that hear
Eyes that perceiv
Sensitive to the cries of tfue fatherless child
folds his clean white handkerchief
j oins and passes bY

Silence alone avails the soj ourner

;

;

Attentive to grief,
f)arkness swallows the nrourners

-DoXALD

scHwAB

Searching out laughter,
Jubilation colored now by o quickened memor.Y. . .

the blue island trimmed with white itnd suicide,
red island closed in oceans of thick caneerous grass,
white island standing less firm in the near darkthe Realtor's sign marks its cry. . .
Pavement pounded, eyes ahead, the sailor pesses silentl.y
Seeks that certain-numbered harbor
Sheltered from shouts; secure in even tide;
apart from lonely and unsafe lvaters. . .

Arms that reach and protect engulf

him-

At peace in his pastels, vessels constricta memory labors to dissolve walls that could not hide,
people whose cry he heard,
tensions acutely felt,
need,s rurmet,

seeds unso\vn

Good God

I

The butter

The PaPerhoY must be Paid,
Passed.

Floyd Whyte's Tolt Booth
White flashes leapcd, between mJ' trembling hands &s I vigilantly

si6lhted the vertex where the lonely cinder bed i oined the streaming markers

of the vacant road. I raised mY sweaty hand to

massage eyes wearied

by the insults of the Pavement, but the portent of the assault beguiled relief,

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28
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It is done. The burden of expectations is unzipped.
I turned to Paul, my companion in exile.
---You thought it. I thought it. Together we have done it.
I)oesn't that sound ponderous as hell ?
--Jees, Tob, we have.

A tired professor was recalling fond memories of what never happened.
wa.s born and then died. Man has alr intellect and, knows things.
|iumbers reasolr. Animals and plants live. I am alive. Education is
dead. I anl alive, I must succeed. Degree. f am learnirtg nothing of
Iivirre---f am dying. I don't care. Indifferenc(: cannot be tolerated.
liapoleon

IJless me father for I have sinned. ltfirtdows arc not to see through.
Cmcifixes are popular. People pray to themselves. The dead must
die again. Hope is agony prolonged. Help. hel1l, your soothing sweet
rvords comb my hair but the wind blows uncheeked. Indifrerenee cantrot
be tolerated.

Hair, carressing soft beauty with a fragranee so gentle, clasped to
retain that moment of eloseness. A nervous smile reveals that the invitation
eyes is a paltering epie. Do you love me ? Yes,
love finger nails. Yes, I love martinis. Yes, I love
lamp posts. Ye.s. fndifrerence eannot be tolerated.

of

I love you. Yes,. I
trains. Yes, I love

The girlish voice tweaked out the final notes of Don't Fence 1\[e fn.
The gym chucliles in mock applause and little Floyd Whyte solemnly
accepts the grateful appreciation of his aud.ience. Huppy, h"ppy am f,
Floyd Whyte, that you are huppy huppy. You see ttot your false
happiness. The ritual ofrering of youthful promise to the I\{inotaur of
war you see not. Declare your duty to fight and die for you are called t<r
consummate the sacrifice of human folly. The frantic scrarnble of cloistered
rninds to be free you see not. You demurely mumble of order, pe&ce, and
,simple s&menes.s. Love as a grasping need to be loved you see not. You
urarut' a girl because she looks at yott. Middle age is pleasant. Seams ean
be let. A noble j ob is yours-on lonely nights you raise your hand in
henediction to the heretics of highrvay hypocrisy, who flee on the treadmill
of tradition. You do not ,see. You merely tend a toll botlt.
may we turn around and go back through your booth I

-Sir,
-_._Certainly

.

It came with a condescending smile. That smile was yours, !'loyd
Why'te. You watched two feeble wills turn back to your sed,entary middle
age of stagnation. You took the rnoney. You gave the ticke't. You
allowed the question to rotate unanswered. You inspire our prayer
of despair.
-*-Tob, Tob, there's hope. If we must go back, there must be hope
in doing it. Ffope. This is our hope.
Floyd lVhyte, to you

I

dedicate my mediocrity.
*Q,p6gg WHyTS
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lEasy \Modrnesdla)r
You'l,l 2trobably go througlt, yout whole lif e .
reading ond, writtng Ttoetry and' wanting to

good'

*

cnoss

w''xrl:

. . . " che i cotttui, che genz& morte
aa p6r lo regmo dolla morta gente?"

-Trrn

I
I

fxrnnxo

am not old
am not young

An ancient novelty at best
A modern antique at worst
At the time when youth is gone
But death not yet at hand
Without passion and dread
Between evil and good
Too old to seek redress
'foo young to seek forgiveness
At the age of indifference
Half wise in middle age.
Too old

Not to have heard
An hungry hollow laugh
Not to have known
Ash and smoke and death
Nob to have known
Sand and wind and earth

Not to have heard,
The pearl bervail the oyster
Too old, to old

Not to have suffered the question
Too young to have suffered the answer
'Ioo young

'Io have solved the death of the talisman
To have solved the puzzle of symbol
To have solved the carrousel riddle
'I'oo yolrr g, too young to ltave much hope
'foo old to have despaired

lfy

calm middle age questioning

In my leistrre

molnettts.

How ulany
How many broken fragments
I{ow man}' lost dreams
Broken phrases, lost words
Ffon' many dead poems

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28
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The women in pink

'Ihe perfumed women with cigarettes
The smiles of perfumed girls
The girls rvith half open eyes
The rviles of cellophane dolls
The sweatered dolls and their cigarettcs
The smoking swuns by polished fingers
The polished pinlc and plastic coded colors
Pink in perfumed beauty
Small tweed breasts

And lipstick breaths
And latex lust
And nylon hushed
B.v plastic sunglow.
A wreath of innocence
\\relcomed at the carnival
To sing the song of night
To play the games of nakedness
Naked with the harlequins
Naked on the night lawn
The sickness unto dawn
The night in pining amour
The smolcing b"y the ltour
The season of cigarette ends
The season of rainbowed gods

Ihe season of the beauty of the dead.
Once was I
Too young to long to taste
The madness of the circus

Its cotton candy lust
Its twirling gypsy dust
The lurliing virgins, their love songs of tin.

How many
How many broken fragments
How many lost dreams
Broken phrases, lost words
How many dead poems
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fn the terror of Sund"y morning
In the terror of a Sundsy noon
In the terror of moderate ,suffering
In the terror of casual boredom
In the terror of indifferent love
fn the terror of half belief
F'rom the d,runken sobriety of Saturday night
Credoed by the arms of convenient dogrna
f have watched us men.
I h'ave watched us men
Multiply our
Watchitg

f

gods.

have heard

The murmur of the land
Burning at my e&r
Masked in the heated silver
Of the dismal tinsel sun

Watchiog have examined
The tickings of the watchmsker god
Rtj ecting my hereditary sin
I still remained & nlan
Watching I h'ave seen
The tempting of the clown
The white clorvn lives at dawn
I have watched the band of half lost people
Lame from agony of half held hope
Ffave watched the crippled life
Of the sinking sharks in the pool hall
Have watched the pinwheel petaler
Limp lonely after the parade
(Olal men cr€ep in the shade)
Have watched the echoing cigarette

Thrown from the racing Chevrolet
Passionless as a diamoncl
have watched the second rate poets

I

(Always the first rate lovers)

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28
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Have watched the forgotten Poets
lVho watched the' weeping children
Who watched and wept upon the stairs
Have watched the forgotten Poet's
Wander with the ocean of words
Cling to the gteen of the liquid gracc

f have watched their brows
Long to i ump to the conclusiort
Decay shall bloom again
In alabaster moments.
No.
My religion is an AlPine dream
No dark night can claim mY soul
No bl,azing sun my fervor
No hope my adoration

I

am not Don Quixote
Nor was meant'to 'be
Let the mannequins laugh from the windows
Let 'them laugh among themselves
Let them throw ofr their knowing smiles
Let them dance their mute dance

fn dumb

time.

f can bear to bare the jokes of time

Time is for those who wait
Time is for those rfho wait
Time is for the sorrows of summer
Not for the nerves of sPrittg
Time is for the i oyt of autumn
Not for the bones of winter
Time is for those who wait
Time is for those who watch.

How many
How many broken fragments
How many lost dreams
Broken phrases, lost words
How many dead poems
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to

A wounded suit of armor

f have melted through the dusk
Through the ancient dust
Through the silent honor
Of the shrouded museum
The great glass god
The display case god
The glass cage god
Has laughed
(I failed to wedge eternity
f

nto the accordian of yearq).

Still not by choice
Did I join
The crackerj ack parade
Still not by chanee
Have I been dying still
Still dying in my aging
With the crumbling of my ye&rs
One who has not $een
The beauty of the ancient days
One who has not opened
The sacred, guarded tome
(And so not found it empty)
One who has not sorted

Through the living gifts
Left by the dead
Seeking their dark riddles
With the restlessness
Of the tremblirg scholar
Yet, still, with the restlessness
Of one who has hung around
For a late after lunch martini.

ffory many
How many broken fragments
How many lost dreams
Broken phrases, lost'words
How many dend poems

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28
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'fhe night streams muted
The streets have had their music
The lonely organ grinder tums
His notes silent.
Yet before the linal fall of night
And the autumn of m'' organ
Before the dyiog of my organ
Before the weeping before my coughing
Before the watching before my elutching
Before the wlrispering before m1r coffin
Before the decaying behind my w&xing
Before the silence behind my stradow
Before nry cavalcade behind the cycle
Before the words upon nry words
Before the dirt upon my dirt

r\nd before
Before the dust upon my dust
There shall be longing years
A difficult number of wounded tonronows
There shall be longing years
Years subrnerged in easy morality

Half living, half fearing, half living, half fearing

I

shall dream white dreams

Sprung from rnemory of things to be

I

shall dream sky castles

There for the Prince of the Air

And

I

shall prepare
f shall prepare

Oh how

For Divinity
To come to the suburbs
By the economic ritual of the installnrent plan

0n an easy Wednesday's

afternoon

*THn

I1
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t2
48
Anbiguogs yGarr
Meaning clouded by drifts

Yearniog for the tread of human boots
T'would be months of desparation
Howqver time really does pass arvay
Over and over again
Mishaps drift larger drifts
Passing hqnds over the light of love
Soon the bleak misery reaching out
Over and over again
Now t'was the time for spring

It

dwindled the

drifts o. . slowly

-PpaNs

Leaning gently on the wind
Over and, ovet again
Velvet breezes caressed the glowing embers
Early the rains eame
Years of drifting
Over and over again
Until the full breadth of light

-

wETDnRTNoB

the light of love

A flower
onee grazed upon a barren
Alone.

hill

but knew that the wind must blow.
And it loved the bteeze.

ft never feared the night

it loved the darlc.
looked to life for everything
ft'took ngthing.
It was free.

And

It

-f,attrnnNcB

i.rcrrrvnn

And it did not condemn the trees.
And

it

equalled the

g----------------rags.

It respected all.
It respected itself.

And a man one d"y came along.
He saw everything he had ever
Wanted from life.
He picked the fower.
Not out of love but
Fear.

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28
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The riuer bears no e.m'ptg bottles, tandvsiclt, 'papers,
E'ilk ltandkerchiefs, cardboard bouet, cigarette ends
Or other testi,nr,ony of sum,rner nighb.

**THE \fi.'lslp Lexu
t8
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Heathen child find a god
In love is every man a boy alone
in a parked ear taking candy from a stranger
while everybody else is in the store
retrieving pennies for ford foundation gum
Robbing the poor box of incognito passion
this sacrilegious child will rub
police protected powder staining purple
his arms and legs and face for one ryoman
She will wash him with her oily tears
and d"y hair he will mark with reverence
and open mouth his signature bound
by the tip of her tongue to never call again
himself one person and aspirined in the fever

of enlightened pleasure the end of all endeavor
will train to learn that every joy
will dike sorrow against his straining fear
They will dent shelter in dark rooms
with dead flashlights in newsy corners
to tell each other of themselves
and be no longer strangers but inmates
in the unlocked tabernacle of one orange pulse
raising their eyelids in rhymed communal awe
prostrate at a gate that bars no road
but opens to a sandy ocean stretchiog
far beyond the horizon of reason
He will nrn in eager time
to the sound of his own heartbeat
through the silver field of happened
so that she will have to tell him that
not until he hears their child
may he grow a beard.
he

-Trrouas

https://fisherpub.sjf.edu/angle/vol1967/iss2/28

HUcHEs

18

Author: Full Issue

,I4rat /rt,

THEOPHANY

Tbou?

When I don't do anything on-purposely,
(Hear my breath gush seconds dorvn my ear),
I can discerrr what time is:
Snaking everything along the coast of now.

-F-,r,rxr r

Not like Flusserl, not like Hegel
l)o I thinkertoy to find time's formula.
I intuit He who do it:
In the hinterland He dwell creatingly.

Take

On this g'uitar of me-and-you I
enj

Gittl.ietta DcAti rspiriti

lly God my God you are a God of thunder
Lightnitg cracking smotrre neath sheets of rain
A wild wind wilting florvers in your wey
Shattering crystal windorvs of your vault
Cutting eyes that yearn with coloured glass.
Forced up our nostrils with the air we breath
Our lungs burst ugly in a paid lust love
Or else we turn damned arvay in disgust

But what I'd like to know,.
Does Hc do an evernew

0r

"My art is profoundly spiritual.
Shall we ever give God back his
physical dimensions ? Really, God
has the most beautiful bodv there is"

Your smiling procurers betrind us
Cut off from your antiseptic body
Cursing the storm and forgetting the rainborv.
Still one duy in the quiet of my garden
trVatchitg the sun's shine irnage in the pool
I'll look too close and see you sad unsrnilins

oying His completed

Il'lick,

Like Bcrgm&nn, popcornseated
(Freewill being merely ce qui $e dinoue)?

And softll' fall and cateh .yolt itt ntv arms.
---Rav

PAvEr,sKy
Y}
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And He Died Partly On
Some Shady Shore
Bv No. 2Ol 279
'"fhe scene was hectic, &s it always is, The men-commuters were running
to the work-bus in a, graybusinesssuit-and-attach6case type-way. The
younger set were milling around ("r the younger set wilt do) with tennis
rackets and golf clubs and radios and suit e&ses and mod clothes arrd

"Dutch Boy" caps and dirty sweatshirts and toe-hole sneakers and guitars.

Only tlre guitars seemed out of place. Not the guitars that were carried
or held or leaned upon-they fit in. But two ppitars that were filgered
by two bearded tenors and connected by a pseudo-soprano did not belolg.
The di{ference most readily seen tvas that they were alive and not silent,
yet httmmed only for themselves. The two guitars and three small
voices were partly here and concrete and yet also vrere far rernoved.
'fhe song was of some shady ,shore or perhaps a high grassland or silent
slope close to the lrorizon. No, not the eontent of their songs-that
wouJdn't stand out. Probably they mouthed pious platitudes or perhap.s
impious irony. tsut the composition they fingered-that's what impressed.
Now soft, flying, free, Iight as sunshine, combinirg nature with nostalgia.
Norv ^swirling, pulsating, combining passion with platonism. No, they
did not fit in. They were not of the solid here and now. They were
not mindful onll' of thoughts of trying to sidestep sorne goddam kid
with that goddarn big bug or wishing this old h"g in front would either
"move it" or go to hell. They sang of the not rlow. They rvere not
of the here.
Sitting near this island sanctuary was an old man. He was not moving,
not looking around. He seemed, not even to sense the bustle about him.
There was a case near him-not an attaeh6 style nor a luggage style.
f t was hard to classify it.

IIe and the guitar player-singers were seated on a long bench in o rvaiting
alcove; he on the end ne&r the archway, the three someplace-else near
the middle. Like his proximate companions, he seemed to be somewhere
else. Perhaps he was with them on some bygone grassy hillside or
rnaybe he had his own island.
Norv he did begin to move. Not up but rather over in a, circular motion.
Strange hc made no efrort to stop hinself. Leaning, sliding, falling,
failing. tr'alling over the end of the bench down, down, down onto the
floor. Stretching, sliding, slippio& cutting, bleeding, oozing, exhausting.
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it." "Walk &round." "Step over it -- it's in the way." "Get away
it." Only'about three and a half peollle noticed. The rest just

"fgnore

from

eontinued

in their well-wonl traeks.

it was no use trving.
The floor wa.s sticky read, and so wa.s the head. They tried oxysen,
hand pump, needles. But
Oh ,ves, a doctor and & nurse did presentll' comer but

Now a .qmall crowd had begnnr to gather. "f sa\r it all. I{c j ust rolled
ofr the bench and knocked his head, open. No, it didn't j erk around or
nothirr'. Yealr, but so what he's dead, ain't hci"
Even with this increase in activityr the quiet guitar.s \rere never silent.
Three head.s never turned; the tempo never broke. The quiet, humble
beat of the .soft tide could barely be .sensed above the engry turmoil of
the turbulent sees. But the slrore of the island was still there.

'fhe body was wheeled out and banicades were set up around the mess.
Some big, slow mop-wielder cnme around in about twent.v minntes and
slopped soruc water on the floor to dilute the mess and then wettt on to
move it fronr the floor to the mop to the bucket (and then dorvn the
drain). He finished up and then removed the barricades arrd went Bway.
Every'thinla- returned to norm&l but the case still sat at the end of the bench.
And the player-singers continued to pla)' and
.some

shady

sing.

They stayed

on

.shore.

&t
As the concrete florvs onward
toward,s a screaming leaden crevesse
smothered by & hardening element . . progress
A tree laying upon its side
cryirrg out as timbers are slewn from its side
and cmcified and buried beneath plasterboard
-- a stagnant heap of human refuse

An earth trembling from explosions
;r broken hill lies dying
as its limbs fy skyward
name of a revererrt god . . progress
de.struction of a wooded hill top
a sandbox constructed from open fields
Yes
progress truly tis marvelous

All in the

-

--.--,Fntns wETEnRINcs
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Come sit down beside me
Where the fire's burnin' softly

And

itr varm,

The night she's cold, the wind'r shut out

ft sounds your only knowledge
of the storn.

But f'U tahe that too, you'll soon forget
Your troubles rest, they'll sleep
in peace tonight,
And we'll laugh and love, forget the worid
And all its people 'til the break
of morning light.
Yes, we'll settle back and talk of things
and watch the fire burning

in our eyes,
The relief from life, the warmth
And strength will gently make our
spirits rise.
For the merriment of smiling, going
round the world while still
a'sitting here,

lVill

make us dance and sing go up and down

forget the sourses of
our worldly fear.

I'll tell you thingr you can't believe

t'will

make those cyes a'rparkle

like the

fireo

As a whoto nbw world nnfoldt for you
A place with 8o much beauty wtth rrhich you'll
ncvcr tire,
The magic of my wordg

will

send.you

tripping through its gater you'll
nevet gee,

And the only thing you'll know is
tbis overwhelming funny feeling
Tbat you're free. . .
Come sit down beside me. . o . . . .

.

-HlD
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But the fountain sprang up and the bird sang down
Redeetn the time, recleem, the drea,m
The token of the word, unheard, unspoken . . .
-AsH-WnoxEsDay
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A're forced ulron us bg our impudent crirnes.
The* tears are shaken from the wroth-bearing tree.

6r
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A horse! a horse! Mg springdom fo, a horse!
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ditorr . . . are like the people who bought and sold in

the book of Reaelation; tliere
of the beast upon hinr,.
6l

6r

it

R

not one but has the mark
-Sarvrunr,
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Come Back To The
lFiluCdl*, [Jnfrcas, [Jtoxxey!
Ilv HARoLD DE PUY
I q'uite real'ize that in tha da.ys that I am writing, it u'iil ba quita
imytossible f or a reacler , . . net to juntp over a ltreud,ian ,moon,, but
I belong to a cimplcr ancl a less pollutcd genaration. I hazte ahoay*
gloricd in my conecption of friendship, and,
d,ag

that it han nothin,q of seu in, it.

!'or vears I resisted the blandishments, the siren .song' of the Iireu-

dian school of literary

analysis.

Iffarie Bonaparte and her disciple,

Leslie Fiedler, left me cold witlr
their broad, entic:ing hints of impotency and miscegeuated hourosexualit.y.t Whenever I w&s aecused

by .some s baid .Iamesian of

treating his milk-.sopp.]', fingertipkissing, neuter Ffenry with eavalier
Freudianism. I invariabll' took umbrage at the libel. lfy central
position, as I s&w it, w&s that if
there is latent hornosexuality in us
all, awaiting only the proper moment of failure and frustration to
signal its emergence, then let latent
homosexualityz lie. I, for one,
didn't want to know about this disgraceful aspect of my idlibidoe6;o.''
Anyway, the only homosexual personalities f 've ever met{ were any-

thing but latent: you could

spot

theur a nrile aw&y. Their patter is

tl've forgotten how they've disposed
of necrophtlla. Perhaps thev flsured that corpse-dlddling was Jugt
& blt too un-latent for so aecuiate

a sclence ,as Freudlan analysls.
zCf. "sleepingy dogs."
slf the Freudians can coin terms,
what'g the harm ln &n amateur's
trlfltng wtth the poor, bedrag:gled,

latently-homoserual Engltsh( ?) langusge

I will inrtet to my

dying

_-'fHr Ructon or J(r.ql'Ix

as subtle Bs that of a Peking Red
Guard cadre, and their "approaeh"
is quite as obvious as that of onc
nrale dog to another.n

In eny event, I \pas in enouglr
hot water myself, being from tlrt:
phallus-under-every-bushB .school. I

didn't have & single moth-eaten
disciple-which i.s way under par
these day.s: everyone in sight has
hordes of disciples. IUy only admirer w&s & muddle-headed character, who sidled up to rne one do)'
after & rousing 'reading-in' session
in the novel course, leered sugge$tively, and said, "You'n me &re 'in'
on the real secrets, hulr, Ifr. I). i"
Still I resented his leer less than I
did the look of pious hurt and resentment on the face of the student
who complained one duy that literature was no longer for tlre my.stical few, as it app&rently had becn
during the reign of mJr predecessor.
I'Iysticism-sheesh ! Of course, no
one minds when first-rate nrystics
are tenth-rate poets ; after all, who

can complain if you're great at
your vocation but not so hot &t
your hobby t Nluch the sarlre can
be said of good poets rvlro &re bscl
mysties. But when you tell this to

?

rSurprislngly few-which bodes little good for elther the "latent"
crowd or the misguided "ntsce[Ten&teB."

oRather & shamelegs lot, m.ate dog.s;

especlally durlng' Dog: Days.
olmaglne the ang:ulsh and shamc of
the.bush wlthout one. Shudder!

2g
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Blakeans? they descend on you
from every maggoty, 'mystical'
cubbyhole in Christendom: who
could've grre.ssed there'd be so
many ! And when the Blakeans get

regarded pro footlrall as an innocent, invigorating, albeit somewhat
bloodv sport that even nuns and

little kidslo could enj oy-educational, even. For a while, I

watched the activity with mild interestrll averting my gaze only now
and then from some more-than-or-

riled, the Joyceans get upset, too,
they figure it's their turn
to get iconoclasted next. And if
there's anyone who need.s a good
bashing now and again, it's a
Joycean. f'm not too popular with
either Blakeans or Joyceans, because I know more about either
writer than any of them. Those who
because

dinarily-brutal displayrs of high
spirits and uneven temperament. I
even began to laugh at the j okes

that the anllouncer-analysts $-ere
telling.ls Then it came to me in a
flash. What wa.s going on down on
that field in full view of every citizen, black and white, of these
[inited States,l{ \ras an indecent
exhibition ! I don't mean an exlribition of organi zed sadism and
assorted acceptable modes of inflicting cruelty. Hell., xo I I mean,

hate rne best, though, are ignorant
Shakespeareans and Jameseans.
Melvilleans don't know I exist, for

which small favor I daily praise
heayen Melvilleans, in general,
are the mo.st ignorant and complacent dotards irr . . . f almost said

these seemingl1' clean-living quarterbacks, halfbaeks. fullbacks, cornerbaeks, and j ust plain throwbacks were di.splaying their latent
homosexualitl'
both the straight

existence.

But I have gone afield, haven,t
I t Let's see-where was I t Oh,
yeah; f finally converted to Freudianism one dull, dark and soundless da.v in the autumn of the yeer,
when the clouds hung oppressively
low in the heavens.s That is, f was
sitting one Sunday, transfixed in
my rocker, utterly mesme riaed by

the unblinking eye of the t.v.
screen, watching the Baltimore
Colts trading civilities with the
Green Buy Packers.o I had always
tBl"t *lq -qT€ those who, flndlns no
.eex in'williarals poetri,' ae6t?-J-thit
&Iy wrtter so cle&n hai io bC;n;;They're
couiil;
_mlstaken, of-uto-oatlie.
!f ". .
mystlcs
are clean
but rioC
8If you don't recognlze the Dlagiar_
isgl, you should ue-ash-a;;a ;i v1;;self, you lg:noramus.

sfncldentally,- if you want to know
whlr^ the packere-are so dim;;d rir-Oe
to tleil opponentg, go spend
;t;ter ln Green Bay sometime. tyou've
gotta be mean to keep
w&rm.
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- miseegenated, for
variety, and the
there was & prettf even distribution of white and negro'players.'
Shades of Huek and .Iim I
As soon a^s I saw throuEh the
ioSpGns of _klgg, I read .,The
Tyger'l to {ny klds onee.
They
nbt
-ioi-,
gnlv thought
tt wes a -iousf
but. they
sussested r
Blake about his speUins. ibtai<--io
Hui.irfrat
do ktds know?

lf had bets or_t both teams that day,
and I won them both.
reDld you evor watch Jim Taylor
qquging_out a llneman's eVesf ndatrtlful techniqlle....
r;rl',a-ter f w&s told theso were not
Jokes-they 'were & straig:hi-faceA
|

assessment of each team's strategy.

r*Give or takq a few proteators, who
were even then plcketirrg the L.B.J.
Ranch over Viet Nam, -lnsteaaprote-stlng the bombing of Battiofmore's secondary by Bart Starr Ct

the instanee of Vtn-ce LomUarai.
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thin veil of respectability to the
basic orgiastic character of the exhibition, f leaped to the phone and
put in ;r lon.g-distance call to Leslie. If ou'ever, Professor Fiecller
had receutlt' been purchased from
ilf ontann U., in the Missoula leag;ue,
by Bul'falo U., in the bush league,
and there rvas not enough left in
the household buclget for & call to
Bufralo.t5 So I snatched down my
well-thumbed Bonaparte and duritg half-tim€r instead of drinking
in the cacophony of I l0 massed
high .sehool bands, I made hasty
notes. Alas, it was all there, the
naked infamy of it. I now knew
the wicked purpose of the hudtlle,
for instance. l{ot only were they
showing their behinds half-teasingly, half-insnltingly to the patrons
of the or,g'y, but one of their number was craftily singling out a new
victim to be defiled, a sacrifice to
their latently homosexuat idlibidoegos. I noted that they always
chose

the

handsomest, smoothest-

shaven, most maseuline opponent

for their assaults. They not

only

fondled the victim and pinched him

saucily, but they inevitably made
him fall to the ground, where they
could have their will of him with
impunity, the pile of bodies maskiog the true nature of their abominations. 'Ihe hoarse chuckles of
the assaulters drowned out the nervous giggles of the assaulted. The
diabolical part of it was that everyone rose from the di.sgustirg ex-

hibition looking either cooly uneoneernecl, angelically innocent, or
*I l""""ed l,ater that Mr. F.iedler wa.s
at Blson Stadlum at the ilme, g:loating over the magsacre of the Jets by
the Buffalo rnastadons.

tii
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(in

some obviously overaeted cases)

angry and perturbed.

I was furious with rnyself,

of

for not having ,seen through
their charade rigbt from the beginning. Were Sigmund alive, he
would have taken one look at the
course,

knickers the so-callecl players were
wearing, and he'd have whipped op
a book in no time about their adolescent attire and all it irnplied. F{is
disciples, taking their hint from

The Master, would have notetl
other revealing characteristics : the
skin-tightness of their clothes; the
over-padding in certain places to

enhance

their masculinity;

the

makeup some (especially the rascally quarterbaeks) afrected under
the eyes to make the eyes more
prourinent and efrective for flirting;

the fancy headgear; the bandages
many wore to elicit pity and at-

tract attention; the'

sharpened

cleats to add a sadistic touch-the

mere threat of them would send
delicious shivers down the spines
of their playmates. Some of Freud's
rnore sharp-witted disciples would
point out, too., a clever ruse employed to help throw the suspicious
off the track, should anyone indeed suspect; that is, rnany

of the

players had wives and childrenthis cover of respectabilit.y rvould

hardly fool a Freudian !
Getting back to myself, it became clear now that the ogling
quarterback, normally much smaller

and more delicate than the others,
was dangled as bait by his knowirg eo-conspirators. Some, like

Fran Tarkenton, dancedlG shamett"S""""tbllng,"

huh

!

We know bet-

ter, don't we, fellas? ('Wtnk! \il'ink!)

29
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lessly for long seconds in the open
field, looking helpless arrd frightened, in order to entice the more
desirable of the opposing players
into positions of vulnerability,

play of shameful decadence I Sadly
must it be told. they were not.
Rather were they incited, themselves, to f renzy, accompanied. as
the activity wa.s by suggestive band
music and other aphrodisiac inducements to moral laxity. For no Ro-

where they were brutally mauled
by other inflamed plavers. Some
victims shoryed a marked degree of
annoyance at this shabby treatment, but probably only because
they had been singled-out by some
ill-favored wall-flower rather than
the man of their ehoice. I noted
also how ofterr one player patted
another on the fanny, with obvious
relish on the part of both; further,

man emperor, no matter hory debauched, had so licentious an exhibition been arranged. The crowd
cheered ,on their favorites, vocifer-

ouslv voicing their rroyeuristic approval (oh ! most dubious of delights ) at each fresh outrage.
Oh, I could go on-what a tale
could unfold, that wotrld elevate
the hackles of ever,y decent, redeorpuscled American ! I tell all

I

my suspicions were borne out when
opposing players scrupled not to
indulge in thi,s overly-affectionate
gesture on oecasion. Blocking and
tackling u'ere, of course, erudel-v
disguised erotic procedures. The
tackling, esl)eciall.y, caueht ml- e.ye:
{r.s often as possible the tackler
hugged his victim tightl;v in both

his &rms, reluetant to release hinr,
and likely as not falling with him
to the inviting; tr.rrf till surfeited.
Nor clid they fool me for a seconcl
with all their naughtv talk of red
doggine. flare uatterns, tight ends.,
and what-not. f haven't deciphered
their hidden meaninss as let, but
f 'm certain they're there i j ust give

me

time. fn

thi.s lascivious Freu-

dian world, no one .salrs n'hat

he

means: f 'r'e done enough literary
analy.sis to linow that !

this reluctantlS krrowing beforehand that many will misinterpret
mri motives in itemizing the crude,
indelicate features of this hebdornadalls earnival of pseudo-rnosculinity.lO But f cannot continue. If
I &m to retain my sanity, I must
hurry to m.y psychoanalyst and llnburden my tale of conj ectures and
suspicions. It m&.v be sorne time
before I &m emboldened to make
rnv notes public and hring down
scorn and opprobrium on the heads

of those moleskin-clad rapscallions. Meanwhile, back to the

huddle, all you honies-who knows
what new adventure awaits you on

the next exciting foray into
line
t

And what of the onlookers

at
this bestial Saturnalialz_vrere they

revolted and saddenecl at the

di.s-

krrow the singular form frorn
-I d"n:t
the plural, and t doubt if the stuplcl
Romans did. All I kn,ow is ilrat
Saturn got his, but good.
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sAnd even oftener.

rsff you don't belteve me, see these
guys sornetlme when they don't- have
!h_e_ir paddlng on. Whi you cJn't
tell
them fro_m any oiatnaiy - pio
wrestler. -_And
speaking
of wrdst_
Uns. . . well!
gof didn't really have a, footnote to
insert here, but twenty is a -mucfr
neater number than nineteen any
day, believe me.
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l
SPRING FEVER

HONEV?

At the hour when

we

&r'e

Trembling zsith ten,derrrett
Lipt that would &dss
fr'orm, ,prflyer's to brolcen tltne.

*-Tnn l{or,Lotv \{nw
t7
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fust A Little llff The Sides, PIeasB
and all the answer people

hold their meetings
and all the answer people
give five-minute speeches

Too Hot for Comfort

They're almost there, you knorv
Pretty soon they'll have it all

I

lvore a suit made out of ice
One sunny summer day;
What happened then was not too nice,
ft even hurts to say.

Nicely statestreeted in their libraries,
Notebooks, microfilm, 8x5 cards, and
8xE memory banks

and all the answer people

As sunshine melted ofr my suit

froggiesmile.

Leaving me quite nude,

An arresting cop said, "think you're
Five years for being lewd."

cute

i

and all the question people
weep but rnostly laugh
and all the question people

don't care if they forget
or not beeause they're
Ignorant, even of their igrroranee.
Because

-Rrcr

TADDEo

@
*l
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Clarence fones
They buried Clarenee Jones this Saturday' aftcrnoon
Saturday afternoon: & rusty ra,,zor blade
And I eannot forget his rvords. his weys, his whys
LIis tasteless words sloshing between his tarnished j'arvs:
Restless vegetable soup on & hobo'.s tireless fire
His house-its Delphic floor; its stained prosaic windows:
The where of sacrfiee{ry and dark and brooding
Clome, said the oriel, observe the drooping bar
And tavern neon dripping on his flashing faee
There would he stand and loolc, thus rvould he look and see
Then would he feel for a buck he knew would not be there
Sad as a god who dropped his star.

there's poison ln the holv water he would say
Drinking the cup of his eeeumulated suffering
Then would he minister to the day in rnuted beauty
Swinging his incense at the wheeling universe
A chain with a handless watch worn by the drops of time
Baptizing the stillborn hours, forgiving them to rnorn

Conftrming them to rxlon, ordaining them to night
Anointing them in death, crematlng them to ashes
Watching, waiting longing for t!t* dust to blossom
In the sundirt of his secret garden.

told hlm a poet; no one re&d him though
Yet I think he wrote of floods of yesterday
Of shrines of memory, of rites of recollection

Some

Wonde"ing in his memoried forgettances
Dreaming a dried up dream from the tooth of the elephant
Dreaming & witbered dream from his remembr&ncefi
Wondering if someone, somewherer .sometime could be sadder
Perhaps an attic trumpet plaYer.
'fhen he would shuffle over his prophetic floor
Even as shadowed lovers' hopeful broken whispers

Sighs and sounds of boards, sighs and sounds without words
Seeking hls sun in the fire, seeking his shadow in the desert
Seeing-his life in his llmping, seeing his past in hls journey

Just sturnbling to humility.

A broken faced old m&n, a broken nosed old god
Somewhere, always lost in the epic throng he crept

Toward the silent pagan sacrament to die

With dry ftnality of

good-bye.

Everyone quickty said rvith grave automatic eoncern
That the State would bury him.

-Trrn

sl

con!{ltaN

(l
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Suadente Drabolo*
On parade in a book pressed poppy concession and playing pious in m]'
Pew, I am peering through these shuttered panes at tlre powder pouting
girls and thinking sundry. I am nodding jerk Bpproval of Jrour modulated

script and planning prompt disgression from vour dripping pulpit pander
to the duty doing faithless. I anl ltanting out your pra) ers to a power
happied god for the nelv .suecessiorr babe barren borne in brittle birth.
I am preying on the claim of your paddle padded plenty to the child
drowning plain of cotrstant lilt and, money. f anl waiting for your pride
to prod the mystic magic in the plush for blushing chalice. f &m pending
to pretend my olvn substnntial blend in tlre pinking pointed pronouns of
the priest.

Hic est je suis enim un autre nrei.
l{ou' nnd lloltr a solctnn bow to the transullstantial feast for gobble gobble
in the absence of rrll yeasb. I am nleulor.\," alone .strictly confidential
honed for an ittten-ellus ulcer from yorlr er:er liendlv rome. And yell
Iove love love for the bumblc bee .vour dove has granted. me a vision in
the open planted missal sandwiched ,sanguine .stench oll m.rr nose my hush
puppy nose. It colors in the renting of n lloyhood I didnt haye.
Hushed in humied frenzv.
beast

Qu'iI vienne, qu'il vienne,
rftlv
' Le temp.s dont on s'eprenne

Swirling through the stalks of rnuddy unrnade breads, she swelled
hazy hills' clumped eleavag4e. With cool and gentlc palm firmed
^
jaw to speak.

the
mv

-.*- Guts.

Was a sound of solemrr pcak peerinc when I lofted heroes. Something
brave and stron.g itr my tar bab,r' clincing mrde me clap worsted. Something brave arrd sirtew w{rs a bold uran. Sonrething berg :tnd surging was
eyelending wisdom. Sometlting violent rcd rv:rs the pulsing touch of
knowing. I spellcd knelt truth to tumble a" cascading crasino of laminated
prolixity. I ate the pale blue pages of fact vending and polished gold
baring busts. Mv footline recedecl and I reached to scrape the evening
pink ttrft's promised jo.1'. And I nnl poised pawned & r'estal child.
Come the doubtirre ,smile rvavccl arrd I felt the hand that moistened me
to follow to the frowninx^ lake an ab.sent fi"sher-q flatboat. Rorving slowly
G-Thtloldc&nonlan.usedthisexpression|nlegislatirrg&baslsforelcommunlcatiotr: "violentas manus suadente diabolo lntlcientes ln clericos vel
utriusque sexus monachos." It describes a dellberate and consclous physical
attack or act of disrespect, while under the advice or perguasion of th-e hevil,
against & s&cred person or obJesf.-pd.
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to the center swelling and resting on the easy lashing current, I slunk
the cool bottom seeking the rounded divinity who gentlv stilled my wandering in the melting pres.sure of a former despair
hold tightly tiqhtll' that I may breathe
worn out vel)ors of arr extended eve
scourge once aEain the dilemma you leave
tinre and barbarions topple godilesses
And lrard of seeing

I

spltshed thosc selfish words

forgotten lines of

t

nursert rhvne

uroarr

ledv bird ladl' bird lly arva.v homc
(lr,nth'a Cynthir and ruy sacrcd Echo l)ith.vranrb ar
llrierr with the rockingl clouds.

I

rvhispered forever

I

fought hcaven's indiflcrence rvith :r dry fall snorvflake tlre whimsy
of all *'oman beating in my hands. Jimmie wisheg
on the fairy pullball for angel hair anil runs to nuns hiding in evergreerr
trees holding the cobalt milkweed. Horr that thief gerene chaees me to
subsen'ient corncrs to find the virgin spider. And finding only the grey
hairs of old rvomen lint from portly nrvels rag561ed filter tips kisses from
a leper's lips. Now bo'*.s in ,suburbs blow those rvin6ls away to rake your
mommv's lawn with splintered popsiclr:s like sky relined in fnt, But may
cannot last in a dead eternity as the plrosphorous thruway florys into
santaclaus the breath

october the lava city.

I

kecp tlrinking of what my friend ahva.ys tells nrc

--

the world screws.

the rvorld scre\i'lr and I say good-so rvhat--all the tirnc world screws
but the virgin poet no. Ileing swallorved into New York and suddenly
corrcerned with suicide and poetry rvith all tlre reason not to $t mv side.
Her-I wonder rvho she is. Poetry is a drunker stupor that visits its
relatives to adnrit prcgnancv--naively not knorving wlto or when and
usually not horp. Naming each kid llzra bccause lre tloesnt know either.
As the tri-boro coils its totrgue on me--this rvill be l relaxing vacation fronr
the world screws-beginning to wonder myself if thats just what I plarr.

.lust before the cit.v drinks rrs

I

rvrke her up and with Ioud staccato

emphasis growel

.-

Lct me l.iss your brain with

&nd th€n wc
into the Y.

rrc

regi*tering

rn.v teeth.

in tlrc

Sheraton-*conscience struck

I

sign

Prurient interests irr onr purity sit through Sanli'rancisco urt-when the
cock goes flop flop lve had it--sick n'riscro.scopic color pushing me to
the floor huge chunks of brilliant red vorniting horror. She practically
carries me out. I leave her that niglrt with lter own horror creaking
throug;h the key hole-she dreaming .lamcs Joyce in the next room trying
to rape her and on my way uptown to the forbidden patk. Found them
pigeons rvounded by BB shot-hauled them into a
john nursing mankinds spittle telling shiny blackmen with no

all over-snorting
$ubway

;ll
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irises (black dog eyes) to help me. These pigeons are dying. Flush the
goddam bastards down the j ohn with them-a rvhirlpool of death grey
ffreen eooings turning red-tlris is my bod,r'-New York C,ity-a dog biting
its ass.
Sleep finall.y in a filty room my fingers in the air lilie rheuma'tic docks
tied in veins of drying ink. D"y turns into ballooning thighs and the
muscular rvomen of modern art. Only memorable moment spent rvith
lfanet and his shaded vision. A h.p night in the villapre which is an
imported British comedy but not half bad when youre high. H"ppy
in street center looking f . . . you at the vast hordes of curious American
parents. Embracing between lamp posts and skipping in slush with
pink cotton candy. A renl eomeon when the wall"s are made of junkie
niggers rolling tokens for quick eternities. Pocket change willingly but
wishing us middle class christmas j oy squshes our airy bounty. Atround
the eorner alone top;ether leaning with a sticky mess-my god h"ppy
candy eotton gobs of red despair in my hands. End up drinking coke
until tears come to our eyes and loving with the seme intensitl'. I cant
leave tonight. Sleep in a chair. I do believe in responsible people and

fve decided shes a goddess.
Me?

d"y she reads "Lion for Real" in the automatic subway
of faces with Ginsberg's masturbation and one guy really
excited. f loved him. Then the Puerto Rican bus ride from t 30th down
5th trying to do this right without killing the hungr.v sunken blue eyes
that ravish mlr goddess. She sleeping and I j ust stare at him staring
at her. The only man f ve ever hated-the semen sight of l{ew York
spreacl eagle in everv god forsaken window not el'en lookirrg directly but
through reflections in windlows. I rvill not leave her tonight.
Double scotch-two-S07-door closed against the bright lights of night.
I sit on the floor. Yes 'we have not done rnuch of anything but turkish
taffy police men giving directions always say j ust {r little further but
dont breathe the amonia (the sidewalks illicit grease pools of it). So
what-let trs love-that is do love making. Lets go watch the sun set
on some lawless velvet back skin. I have no control--trf ing not to break
Onl.v the next

chasing benches

any arbitrary armistice.
mother-tvhat is it-sex ?
No it is done--go in lle&ee. Did I leer i ilIy sorrorv is penance--rlo pitJ'
no compassion only & sadness. Even though we smoked the pot of
forgetfulness. Evcn though puttirg on my .shoes lrolding hard to me
sa.ying wh5'. I left leaving her only a leering memorv to sleep with.

I stumblitg with .self fear wander lonel'y with citl, lights playing not
it tag with my six shadows. I the seventh. tr'inally converging in a dark
,street. I dont want to be lonely alone. Waiting swept out for the
return of the seven-now diabolo myself. The blasphemy-in leaving her.
On parade in a book pressed poppy concession.

'
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Trois Petites Liturgies Eur le tnot "Arnour
I
DerriCre le miroir
What are you going to do now
when nights grow cold and long
when all the mourners have gone home
and you are all alone

What are you going to do now
when kind words fade away
when rememhranee has no more pain
and you are all alone
And who do you think knows
and who do you think, cares
and who do you think sees
and who do you think shares

I brought you a rose
Tomonow it too will die

Today

u
Variatiow tur an theme d'un autre poCte

ft

was a happy Sunday morn

all fresh with smiling dew
the first day of a spring new-born
filled with I promise hue
And all'the happy people
so glad to wake alive

all headed for the steeple
God's love there to revive

Then Jach j umped into the pulpit's throat
waved a wordy fist over the happy congregation
stepped down, sighed,
and everybody felt religious
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III
Chanson pour un, degel en lanoier

Martha: Get ooar there and open th,at door!
Gaorge: Yow've bean advized.

Martha:

Yeah . . , totto,

Get ovar there!

Georga: All right, looo, rshatttoar looe wa'nts.
Arn,rn or Vrncrxn Woorr?
-WrrotR

Oh it's twenty-five minutes past eighteen Charlie
Puberty's come at last
And at the foot of the Colosseum
Your cow eyes wink brown eofree.
Oh it's twenty-fir'e minutes past eighteen Charlie
The sea is a blue green .gr&ss
With tears in our eyes we think and sigh
In remembrance of things long past.
Oh we have been friends together
In the days beyond recall
Through fair and stormy weather
When life ryas a" chain and. ball.
Oh we have been friends together
Fat-boy, Confessor and all
Sunk in the depths of a sanctilied lake
Hearing handwriting on the rvall.
God, it's trventy-five minutes past eighteen Charlie
Do you remember when
We fought tooth and nail for your victory
What they said ?

But we showed 'em eh ?
"Suceess

!

Vietory

!

Greatness in all things

!

Chuck"
God bless America
Raise that flug on HI
Goll"y, gosh, by

!

go-

Oh gee: foody do.
Oh God, and the looks on their faces
Atl the way through
f wonder if they knew . . .
And I had longed long to eat this supper with you
But you didn't want to come . . .
Tout d'un coup it wasn't you at all.
?

Ah!
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It;s twenty-f,ve -i"ot"s part eighteen Charllc
J.M. Barrie's old and died
And from the 'bottom of a crystal lake
Does a chanson innocent rise.
So it's twenty-five minutes past eiglrteen Charlie
And all the scores are in,
f see now under the arc of the sun
A time for everything indeed.
Yes, it's twenty-live minutes past eighteen Charlie
But good friend your happy half lie
Is blaeker by far than the meanest truth
A vicious god could ever teach with a slap
fnto the blinding light as we cry out our first breath.
f'll never close my eyes to what f see
Or close my ears in fear of what f'U hear
f'll never color crystal what's blue green
Or stop my heart from searchiog out its God.
Oh it's twenty-five minutes past eighteen Charlie

And we've all stuck around saying
Lord, Lord
Shruggiog our shoulders end asking

What can

it

be

?

Or are we all just too polite
to say what we know

it

is.

--Jorru

"And Young Men Shall
At the edge of

F. vonnagr

See Visions"

nowness, darkness begins.

Therein bittersweet sounds of silenee glow,
mellow-scented colors are intoned,
and onlv the wonderful wind ceresses both light and night
If you entered, would you dare return ?
Grasp the solitary strand of gossamer,

d wander with the wind.
from MARKS
B6
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The Web ln The Wellrpout
Owesco

Lerr

Suuunn f966

To this Summerplace
Owasco
f come each year .

.

.

Here
this morning

I

went to draw water
from the eommon well
that fronts the cottage here !
With my first fervent pumping
the nitent waters
burgeoned fulgent forth
aeross the squarelipped mouth

.

,

and each new thrust
upon the handle
forced a fuller fow
like some giant's heaving pulse
and as the polyethylene pail
gathered the vital potage

to its very

f

shape,

noticed 'eross the squarelipped mouth

slanted
one single wispy hair
of spider webbing

securely fixed on either side
but its slender middle
taking the foodfow full . .
so softly lean 'twas hardly seen
unless the light was right
and then it glistened certainly:
it slackened slightly
before each sudden burst

lightly arced and, slightly strained
threatened, drooped, pulled, waned,

but held,
held, held, and held
through ten and twenty, thirty
Iusty handstrokes and thirty
gusty floodthrobs, held, held,
and never gave, never broke,

this slender strand
so frail and firmly fastened
firmly founded by its fixer
Howl

.

.
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dare not hope for anstrer.

Yet
some simply sounded depth
seems here
rvhose cold and crystal liquor

savors of a truth

sublime

. .

-.---Cl,tnaNcE AMANN

.

"'fhe weak things of earth
oft
to stupify the strong."
I dare not hope for &nswer

Ire chooses

still

there't {rnswer

gratis . .

satis!

what I didn't

see

in the park

lovers hoard words like disgruntled
domestic racoons in the green roots of night
picking buds of trust from g stringed
bouquets of thunderclaps and maturely
contracepting time with careful silences

with twinkle lying j oint blurred

eyes

to prevent the platonic and be carnal if they want
secretely hoping astray they ej aculate their
o gotls to some obscure last week playboy
and pet the underbelly of planned parenthood
until it sleeps in a, j ealous quiver of shrieks
and chuckle knowingly when told

it just ain't that
-TnoMAs

Hucnss

great

by n campus minded ex professor
because they lead an exciting sex life
eomplaining of stifr necks and palpitating
kneecaps rvhile soothing matchless complexions
peppermint brushing commercial compliments
reading poetry as a fragile type

and,

of intellectual

debauchery

and extendinE their immortal union irr
rough suggestions to huddled next d"y fi.iends
sharing a tender moment
living in dorms with the constant threat of
wine stained bedsheets they roor
cries of liberated love
burning in the ice of drying belief
not knowing the whole time
that love is & rhythm
breathetl in two different rooms
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Spring the First

MY CCNVERSION
What is all this talk of sPritg
\Vhen

lfay

endures our h:opes to bring

Neu' things to touch and

New faces to

see.

I

lrave responded to stronger hopes
:lnd regartled newer and better ioyt
to be honest
beauty has stepped in before
aud. cast the spell to me:

f

saw a child and. he sat on mY knee
I once did
When n-e sat along those banks and watched

As

The barges churn water
(but that was rvhen the fish wererl't jumping)
because we were budclies

him and

me.

'fhese lines \vere rnade when f was ten.
What coulct prescribe a netv hope
If brought back again
They could only be
The other times that weren't like that
though only memory searches the spirit
you see:
f have given all to the other three
But only spring gives all to mc.

--RoxALD
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The ArtisJt Spring
Jru Ar,rnx: Sprirg is Like god Art
fresh and alive in 'fhe Sinrplicity'
of its Lines
And Bright as The Artist's
imagination
Cr,en,nNcn AueNN

i

"The Istud

h grecn

fith firength,

The haruesfu eing l,lke eonltd,cnec
In thc arcctie r"lh;i*

That's the uneecret eecret of spring: the promise that's only promise "in the
ascetic

e&rth." Untecret

because every man recognizes

its presence,

secret

in no two men is the promise the same. The potential to be realized,
the fmit that's only seedling now, the shoots that, properly tended, pledge
luxuriant foliage in mid Summer
that's the ungecret secret of spring.
because

-

Hnnuew Bneusr: Springtime is ,the se&son for breathing fresh air, the time
when pale-faced stud,ents should pack their knapsacks, don hiking togs, and
head (p.t foot or bic,vcle) for the neare,st fields and forests.
I{enor,o

Dr

"Vouth is lika epring, &n

ooar'pro,ieed, tadlon.o'

-Sllcwr,

Bryrr.gn

Spring is the bad plot in an otherwise excellent work of art. Spring I
orrly the incorrigibly romantic can view it as a revitalizins proeess. Spring
c&n be diagnosed as generslized debilitation

(with a rotten

prognosis).

Spring is sappy poetry, hasty marriages, snotty-nosed, nuisances that somehow must be endured. Still, one huppy note is detectable: if spring is here,
can winter be far behind I
Jorrw Dsnose: Spring is the time when the eartlr is green with hope.
No. 201279: Gold, white, green,
Sun, youth, elean,
Look, see, dream,
Think.
f'm blind.

Tornav ff ucHns: Sprirrg is the regularity of prose and, the freedom of
poetfy held in the unspeaking heedlessness of nature.
Lennv LncHuER: no bells toll for the smooth White Lad,y. everybody sings
f,or la belle uerte.
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The Afiists

SprtuS

IIARKS: The reddenirg of life

has yet

to be frostkissed by

the

deadening chill of forty winter days. On a spring da]' rvheu the fires from
that ember have scorched the earth g*reenr who questions the value of rvinter ?
With this same certninty we aryait the summerless Easterspring.

.loHx IIoRITuALL: Sprirrg isn't. sonrething to yeern for in the cold of winter,
nor i.s it somethiog to mourn in the heat of surnnler. Spring is peculiarly
rrow*-to live. to enjoy, to sBvor.
I'rrrr, Plnrsr: Here we nre agoin-when the formed geese quack over at the
dawn. I'd like to.stop one and, ask him-over a coffee arrd a smoke-why he
goes back and forth, inveterately. Maybe he'd say it's good to change. And,
f 'd, agree. Then maybe he't{ uncross his legs, take a drag and s&y, "Damn it
thought e\:en this change is no charrge, except for you." Agree also. So
rvhere are we? Spring-it's good to have you baek again.

tu]' (wind,v) string.
it is quite lonell'

Rar- Pevr:r,sKy: cnring tug.s

in the kitefields
spring comes here.
\V.q.nnnx

P,ryxr:: Spring is four wheels and & plank, hall

hearings and,

a

bleeding chin.

Dox ScsrvAB: .luy's sig:r of

Rtcr 'I'ennl:o:

I

Spritg: "lVhen the worm returns !"

n the November wind Kareenith smiled. and now winter

is

Ilo more.
Srn JorrN \ionna,sr: "... aud only in sprinEtiure
ing the true sorro\v of resurrection."

I

grow nearest understand-

,\exo Wr:rnnRrNcs: Asked to write on spring, r reply rnust be::
and rain and beautv and all that meBns life.

florvers

I do rrot feel qualilied qu& editor to ruake a
spccific comment on .spring. (My general eomment is embodied in the collective poem itself.) Nevertheless qua editor'I do feel qualilied to tell you
'fun Conx*rAN:

**--As editor:

what hell is.
__As poet:
*As m{rn:

blood is in the spring.
,rpring is my mother's middle name.
* *As Cornm&n : Le pri.ntemps c'est rnoi. Et 'moi? , . .

Once again rve tJrank our friends at The Daily Record wlto, after having
,eprung the rvinter, now have rvintered the spring.

.il
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lthe desire for space rvith whiclr
to watch a u'orld grow bring.s the
Burden of ages of men, little merr
to bury the sun, the rkJ, tlre grass, arnd the
Space of thousands of stars.
---.[in^q,xs wE'FDnRtN

Gs

atrd wlzat does the 'u:inrJ u)o,t?,t.
to rernoue rnen f ront tlt,e bloying plain?
ho.

has clone wimcl's work.
he hos built walls,
becontr*g cot''pse uth,ile tooling tornb,s.

rna,m

in renrouing

lti,tnsel,f from wincl
he luas rernol)ed, htmself f rom ytlain.

-Bev
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, . . And a time f or the wind to breah the loosened pane. .

-Eesr
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Oh, do ttot ask, "What is it?"
Let us go and make our ztisit.
The Love Song
Of J. Alfred Prufrock
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